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dy % srawens woensumy."

Where are fjo homes, the dearold homes,
The homes as they used Lo be,
With the frugal wives, and their busy lives,
As they sang right merily,
In their apron cheek and kerchield neck,
Till the distaff of fiax was spun, i
Thon hearty with mirth, round the blazlog hearth,
They woke e spirit of fun?

W hare tho old wateh-dog with his lazy jog»
hew d mouser hia foo,

And Unele Tim, with his gouty Hmb
And his besutifal locksofsnow.

Then the Christmas *crack? from Santa’s pack,
The “‘bon,bone’ beyond compare,

The 'hlde and seek’? and the “blindfold"’ freak,
Ayelthé sirul of the wee one there?

‘When the oaken floor and the quaint-latehed door,
That openad to let virtue in,

‘While hoalth*s fresh chook hid her blushes m eult,
And fshion owned modesty kin.

Whon the Blessed Book know il's honored nook,
Itapower and authority’s sway,

When the**aurteay” low and the brief beus “bow™
Were revercnce's primitive way?

When white hands lent, ko the garments reut,
A beauty unknown beforo;

And the honest glance ne'er looked sskance,
When acreditor passed the door;

‘When the pattering min rang the minlatdre pane,
Or tunefulon the roof, as il fell,

Like tones wlar, [rom & swooel gultar,
'Or chimes from some falry Lell,

When the sweet, swoel alght of n holy light
Bhone elear from the love.liteye,
And friendahips band and cordial band
Waere precious in doys gona byj
. 0, the key to the howmes, the dear old homes,
Tho homes as they nsed to b,
For which we mourn, and hopelossly yearn,
Is but virtaes simplicity.
B ————

-3_11 Intovesting Story,

THE FREEBOOTERS BRIDE:

A TALE OF SCOTLAND.

Long, long ago.

CHAPTER I.
Night was on the waters. The blue sails

of the star-studded heavens were oceasion-
ally mottled by white clouds, which, rising

in the boundless horizon, and careering on |

the wings of the invisible winds, seemed
like angel visitants, soaring upwords agaia
from earth, to the regions of the beautiful.
"The bosom of the oceun lay as placid as the
sweet face of a sinless, sleeping babe; not
a ripple broke its mirrored surfuce, or il
there did, it looked as a dresm ruflling the
slumber of a mighty beouty. Petce had
spread her mantle over ell. Not a sound
disturbed the holy silence, nor could crea-
tion have lookod more lovely on the first
night of its virgin birth. From the broad
blue waters rose abruptly the Lighand recky
island of Cana, in the western highlands of
Beotland, formed of rough and precipitous
crage, with scarcely a vestige of verdure on
their frowning fronts, but thickly inhabited
by the gannet and other sea fowls that so-
journ there in the security of nature’s fast-
ness. On tho summit of the isiaud are still
to be seen the remains of an ancient cas-
tle, which tradition mforme ua in early times
belonged to the family of Glentoy.

It was thus, as nature lay in the arms of
midnight, that a small speck was seen to
rise on the distant verge of the horizon,
and graduslly increasing in sige, at length
sssumed the form of a boat or pinnoce.—
Nearer and nearer it approached, till the fig-
ures of two men were distinctly visible.—
The firat, who, from the sound of his voice,
seemed to direct the movements of the oths
er, fvus a young man of about twenty years
of age. Hisface was perfect in every lin.
eament that betokened manhood’s make, yel
mingled with those traits of beauty that
arise from the virtuous spirit that lighs its
fire within. His hair was dark and glossy,
and fell in matted ringlets down Hue
broad and mooly shoulders, over which
was thrown a dark green tartur plaid; the
folds were fustened on the left shoulder with
a massive gold broach, while his lower gar-
ments displayed the kilt or philubeg so pe-
culiar tosthe Celtic charncter indays of yore;
from his waist were suspended two silver in-
laid pistols, while a short dirk, richly mount-
ed, completed his warlike equipments. On
his brow was placed the peunked: Highland
bonnet, surmounted by a heron feather.--
Such was the oversonage who guided the
rudder of the boat, snd in a tone thut depic-
ted hifii a man of superior grade, directed
the efforts of the other.

wTo the left, Fergus,” shouted he.
yonder the pine branch blazes brightly.”

The Highlnnder looked nskance to where
u bright ruddy flame rose on the peak of o
crag that towered high into the heavens;
then plied his oar with & voice of jocularity,
he quuintly remarked, “[a it her eye, or the
pine, that burneth brightest!”

«Both, both, my cunning Vassal,” replied
the young chieftain, Ronald, as the bout
bounded against the bank of the Island.—
Like a wild deer he leaped sshore; and in
the next instant was lost in the gloom of a

corrie.

no&ﬂ:: ‘I: toe.‘l:ln his brother chieftains in the
hotr of bettlel Was it to hunt the eagle
in his mountain eyry, that thusso eagerly
sped the. youthful Ronald! Nol but to meet
tho blue-eyed Edith, tbe joy of his soul.—
Opposed to her uncle by the most invete-
#ate bonds'of hatred—for the younger broth-
er of Ronald had fallen in n feudal skirmish
with the classiien of Glenroy, who, & proud
and powerful chieftein, was ctrongly in-
‘censed against the house of Ronald, which

oated his title to “The Lord of the Isles,”
it was only by stealth he could obtain sn J

“See,

~~| ing it in her bosom, fell

‘at the ankle by u large diamond buckle.—
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interview with the object of his affections.
the niece of his implacable enemy. Such
was the time selected forthe scene we have
just narrated. We will not detain the read-
er by a vseleas detail of the secrocy and
danger with which the youthful chieftain
stole to the society of bis love. Soffice it,
they met. On the very summit of a rag-
ged rock were the loversgeated. In the ez-
uberance of their joy, they dreamed not of
danger. 'The still hour of midunight seemed
to hallow with ita breath of silence their
words and vows of endearment. Earth and
its sordid feelings were forgotten; the stars
of the cloudless skies beamed na in brighter
brillianee on their meeting; and life was,
to them, one garden of bloom and blossom.

“And you will be mine, my Edith, through
weal and throogh woe, throogh danger and
peril, till the chill hand of desth shall sever
us?"' exclaimed the impassionste youth, as
he pressed to his bosom the true and blush-
ing girl. “Tis true your.uncle, the proud
chief of Glenrey, opposess our union; but
were your noble parents alive, my sweet
Edith, they would be more generous. Oh!
will you be mine?”

“Can you askit, Ronald?” replied she.—
*Have I not plighted my faith before the
presence of my God—before him unto whom
all secrets are known! Yes, my RonaMd,
thine till mine eyes are dim in death.”

“And us she uttered these words, she
extended her right hand to heaven, and
looking upwords, seemed to call to wit-
ness the spirits of the just, who looked
emilingly, ss it were, from every star that
gemmed the floor of the eternal paradise.

41 do believe thee!" fervently rejoined
Ronald, “and look be,” he added,—*receive |
this as the symbol of our eternal faith,” at
the same moment unclasping the brooch
that bound the folds of his tartan.

The maiden reccived the token, and plac-
into the arms of
her lover. Suddenly a black cloud shot
across the disc of the moon—vivid streaks of
flame chequered the lorizon. The sullen
sound of distant thunder was heard—the
wind swept past with mournful mean—big
drops, the precursors of the coming tempest,
fell heavily around, und gloom usurped, in
an instant, midnight’s reign of glory,

CANY" exclaimed Edith, *'tis an evil o-
men. Take it take it back, my Ronald;
the heavens frown in anger vpon the gift”

“Foolish girl.” he excluimed, *ia it for ug
alone, think you, that the ruler of the storms
seeks now to show his anger? In truth Ed.
ith, 1 deemed you a maiden of a clearer goul,
Old Duncan, the seer of second sight,

a large rock that lay on the margin of the
bay—"look to your arms. There are sharks
here that may show their teeth.”

In an instant their cotlasses were gleam-
ing in the air.

“Follow me!” he cried; and leaving the
boat in possession of the crew, the party
briskly began to ascend n path which led to
the castle of Glenroy, The leader applied
to his lips a small bugle which hung from
his neck by a Bearlet riband, and made the
glena and mountains of rugged Canna echo
and re-echo again. The peaks of the island
were in an instant thronged with the clans-
men of Glenroy, arrayed in their bright col-
ored tartan customs, which showed like a
tinted forest in the rays of an antomm

sun,
“By the mase!” said the sea captain—

“but this is o gallant sight. 1 should like
to try the powers of these hardy clansmen.
What say you, Spalato? what say you, Hen-
riquez!"

The two persons whom he addressed were
the next in rank on board the vessel—tall,
dark-visaged men—scarred and mutilated
from the various conflicts in which they had
been frequently engaged.

“Ay, ay,"” responded Spalato; “but their
numbers, senor—the hawk wars not with
the eagle. The boldest breast must full be-
fore unequal numbers.”

“Sugely spoken, my son of the billow,"
replied the captain; “but Henriguez thinks
otherwise, I can tell by the fire that lights
his eye, he would not shrink from the
confliet.”

Heriquez waved aloft his spotless cutlass,
and enly réplied, “You say right captain.”
| A grasp from the hand of his eommander
| bouud them more firmly still in fellow-
ship. »

By this time they had reached the summit
of the mountain island. The rude fortress
of Glenroy stood full befere them. On the
outward wall paraded some hundred clans-
men; while the centre tower and turrcts
were thronged wilth  warriors ready to do
battle, and wondering who could be the
strangers who thus fearlessly broke upon
their mountain stronghold. A strong oaken
gate, thickly stodded with bolts of iron, and
protected by a porteullis, precluded all en.
trance; while from the wall hung & rude
bugle, formed from the horn of the Cale-
doniun bull, which in those days roamed
the monarchs of the Scottish woods. The
strangers peused. The strength of the cas.
tle, and formidable arrny of warriors, show-
ed that, although accustomed on their own
element ta, ronm 8s conquerers, yet here

should only be guilty of such superatition.
Ferewell; my loved one; tomorrow, at the

Go! the night-breeze will chill thy tender
furm; ' and * e drew her mantle closer a-
round her, and imparted a kiss upon her raby
lips.

p"ViHnin!" exclaimed a veice from some
unseen figure thut had been a witness of their
meeting; and the next moment the report of
fire-arins, followed by a deep groan, told that
Ronald wes the victim. Like a ponther
from his ambush sprang furward the uncle
of Edith; he rushed furiously to the body of
the bleeding youth, seized it with herculean
strength, and dragging it to the brink of the
precipee, hurled it to the depths of the dark,
deep ocean.

———

CHAPTER II.
Three years had rolled away, and all tra

ces of Ronald were effaced; and although
suspicions hung heavily on Glenroy, still no
distinct proof had been found to fix upen
him the crime of murder. The young Edith,
refusing all consolation, and wishing not to
implicute lier only relative—har decessed
fager's brother—had renounced the world,
and retired as o boarder to the convent of
Innisfails

One morning, ut this period of our story,
a smull schooner, with every sheet of sail
expanded to the' wooing winds, was seen to
enter the waters of Cunna. The pennon
that fluttered from her mast denoted her of
Spanish craft; while the bright brass cannon
that looked frowningly from her port-holes,
told that she waa accustoined “to the battle
and the breeze.” Her crew were attired in
a motley mixture of fencilful dresses; while
their swarthy faces and brawny frame mark-
ed them for men to whom blood and peril
were the day-decds of their lives. As the
gallant vessel rode gaily vp the buy, she
made the yvelkin echo with her brazen throats
of thunder; und many were the surmises of
the iglanders whence she came and what was
her object. Having anchored direstfully op«
posite the castle of Glenroy, a small bout
was lowered from her side, and made direct-
ly for the shore,
It waos manned with six seamen, arrayed
in the richest and most fanciful attive. He
who sppeared to be the leader of the party
was, however, even more  georgeously at-
tired than the others. On his head he wore
u cap of net-work of the brightest erimson,
from which, over his left ear, dangled n large
golden tassel—a blue and yellow-steiped
jerkin encased his body~a snow-white shirt
similur ta those worn by the Greek sailurs,
richly embroidered, hung in thick folds
from the waist to the koee; his hose were
of the deepest sesrlet, a short boot or buskin
enclosed edch foot; and was bound tightly

A tartan scarl was thrown loosely around his
throat—his dark hair fell in ‘thick masses o-
ver his shoulders; while his sun-burnt face
and bosom showed that he had been a rover
in & sunnier clime. His. _bearing was_bold
and daring, while: the tone in which he gave
his orders to the crew, told that he was ac-
customed to command. !

“Look to your arms!" ‘shoutad he, s they

accustomed hour, I shall again be with you. | '€ )
| shrill,” which teld he was no stranger to

they would not achieve so speedy a tnumph.

| The eaptain approached the gate: he seized

the horn, “und blew a blest eo loud and
this mode of Highland calliug. The pon-
derous porteullis rose slowly; and Glenroy,
followed by n numerous retinue, came forth
and briefly demanded the stranger's busin-

ess. . -
“It is with Glenroy ulone I must speak,”

said the leader ol the party—-*alone! free
and vngnarded—men to man must our in-
terview be held!”

Glenroy looked around to his followers,
who reguard®l the manner and laguage of
their visitors with astonishment.

“What!—do you fear me!” coutinued
the stranger.

A deep blush coverea the countenance of
Glefiroy. A breath had been cast upon the
unsullied buekler of his courage, and his
hand involunterily grusped the hilt of his
sword. The followers of the stranger, at
the signt of this, sprang forward like blood-
hounds in defence of their leader. The
vassuls of Glenroy drew their arrows to the
head; they waited but the signal from their
leader, and the next moment the feathered
shalts would have been buried in the bosoms
of the rash crew.

“Hold!'" exclaimed Glenroy, “*Never shall
it be said, that by rumbers we overcame a
foe;” and he wWaved his hand for them to
retire.

Their bows were lowered to earth, the sin-
ews of their arms relaxed, and their arrows
rattled as they again were returned to their
quivers, The captain, with a look, told his
followers to stand back. Slowly und re-
luetantly, as if disappointed in the dearest
calling of their souls, they passed to a dis-
tance, and Glenroy and the stranger stood
face to fuce. A breathless s:lence ensued,
Conjecture, wonder, and suspicion were
busy in the soul of Glenroy. Revenge!
decp, insatinble revenge, alone occupied that
of the stranger. He was the first to break

the silence.
“You know e not?" #aid he, keenly ejye-

ing Glenroy.

““No! Notraces ol your leature dwell in
my memory—no sounds of your voice are
fargiliar to my ear,” replied the chieftain.

“Indeed! Yet we have met before—we
huve seen the sun-ray kiss the night tears
from the heather—we have chased the deer
over moor and mountain, and heard the pi-
broch rise on the gale, as we have shared
in the conflict.™

#So say you! exclaimed Glenroy.—
“When-—where? I can call no sign to mem-
ory to remind me of our meeting.”

“Follow me!" cried the stronger, snd he
madé a motion to move.

“Whither?” said Glenroy. ’

“To a spot dear to thy memory and

mine."”
They pnud on—the stranger leading the

way<and though dangerous and intricate,
yet from the apparént ease with which he

threaded it, he showed that he was no stran-

ger to the path. ‘On the sumnit of pne of
‘the-crags that overlooked the ocean; he sud-
Mmi} halted, and turning to Gleoroy, ex-
claimed, “Hore pause we!” and ua fie spoke

reached the shore, and fastened the boat to

e looked' on the broad bright sky, then on)

the face of boundless deep, where, like an
albatross slumbering in ita ocean cradle, his
gallant bark swung by its deep embedded]-
anchor. *0, God!” he exclaimed, “scene
of my youthful happiness—bitter remem-
brancer of my blighted hopes;” and like a
child he sobbed heavily in the aguny of
soul.

Glenroy regardod him with wonder and
distrust. The memory of the past was busy
within him, and remorse and terror clung
to his heart like coiled serpents around their
victim

“To what purpose are we here!” nnkad
Glenroy—*why this emotion!"

“Canst thou ask!" replied the stranger,
in the most bitter accents of reproach.—
“Thou! destroyer of my peace! Look here!"
and he frantically tore open the garment
that covered his bosom, and to the horror-
stricken vision of Glenroy displayed the[
mark of a healed wound.

Glenroy startcd back in horror. The
past was frightfully before him; it looked
like the dead returned to life; aud he gazed
mute and motionless upon the figure of
young Ronald, now the pirate captain, and
who, in return, sought for retribution on the
very spot where, three years before, Glen-
roy, assassin-like, thought he had destroy-
ed him,

The brand of the rover gleamed fiercely |
in the air; he spoke not, but looked like the |
demon of revenge. Glenroy knew that all
appeal was in vain; he therefore,drew from
ita scabbard his sword—stern and savage
was the combat that ensued—each in his
turn sought to be the victor, but the prow-
ess of yeung Ronald prevailed. Glenroy
was thrown prostrate to the earth—his sword
was shivered into many pieces, In the ex-
ultation of revenge, the conqueror dragged
him to the very precipice from which he
himself had been hurled.

“Mercy!" shouted Glenroy.

With a giant grasp Ronald held him over
the waves. A loud shout roge from tha pi-
rate crew, as from the deck of their vessel
they belield the figure of their commander
thus triumphant, although, to them, the
cause was unknowhn. Sense forsook Glen-
roy; he hung lifeless us a corpse in the
clutch of Ronald. Revenge was gratified;
humbled and helpless he had his enemy ot
his mercy—and merey prevailed. He threw
the senseless chieftain on the ground wound
his bugle for lils comrades, and in an ap-
peased yet moody spirit of revenge, sought
ogain hia bark of battle.

CHAPTER Iil.

When Ronald reached the deck of hia
vesse!, his gallant crew thronged nround
him, anxious to know the csuse of the scene
they had recently beheld. He spoke not,
but walked moodily to and fro. The sun
was now high in the heavens, and a brisk
breeze came sweeping along, curling the
foco of the ocean. In an instant, as if struck
by some sudden thought, he skouted aloud,
“Henve the anchor, and set sail!”

With the speed of the lightning were his
orders obeyed; and like a thing of light and
happiness the vessel bounded across the wa-
ters. On her brow stood Ronald, gazing at
the south, as if in expectation of some ob-
ject whhich should strike upon his eye.—
With none held he converse; and seldom
and few were his orders. Just asthe god
of day was descending in his car of glory,
the solitary and storm beaten abbey of In-

nisfail rose upon the sight. For the first
time the did he move from his position; and

with hurried steps he hastenad below. In
an instant he again returned, relieved of his
weapons of wellare, and with a smile of
joy beaming on his foce.

The vessel had now neared the shore.—
At the command of Ronald the anshor was
given to the deep; and accompanied by two
of his crew—his favorite Spaviards, Spala-
tro and Henriquez—he lsnded on the holy
island.  Atonce he directed his steps to the
abby. The vesper hymn wus sweetly ris-
ing on the wings of evening. The gray
twilight was drawing its veil across the face
of the waters; and the dushing waves rose
in mournful murmurs on the ear. Slowly
and alone he approached the building; one
solitary taper from a little cosement min-
gled its melancholy beam with the receding
duy and coming night, like the fading eye
of departing mortality. Ronald’s heart was
softened. Boyhood 5 years were again be-
fore him, when, unstained with crime, he
placed his hand upon his bosom, and how-
ed in devotion at tha hallowed slirine. Tears
gushed into his eyes, and unconsciously he
sunk upon his knees at the postern of the
abbey murmuring, “And yet [ thank thee:
Heaven! that my hands are unstained with
the blood of Aém, my mortal enemy?”

The old porteress irom within had beheld
his appreach, and nppeuring at the gate, said
inquiringly—*“Your mission, son?”

“Have you,” said Ronuld, “a doaughter,
called Edith Glenroy, in your sacred sanctu-
ary "

“We have! peace be with her!”

The rover feltas a brand had entered to
his soul. Bight and feeling seemed to have
forsaken him, and he grasped the door, to
save himself from falling.

“The saints be merciful,” cried the at-
tendant. “What has befallen thee—what
ails thee! What have I uttered that thus
thou should'st be sick at thy soul?"

“Nething, nothing, my geod woman,” re-
plied Ronald. “A sudden faintness eame
over me. Is she well! Does she ever think
of me? Bpeak, I conjure thee."

“Of thee, my son! Whot what art thou,
that thus sheuld’st ask such questiona re-
specting the Lady Edith!" inquired the old
woman, serprised al his anid al-

most frantic manner, “_ﬂnﬁu." she ad-
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here, has weaned her thoughts from all the
affaire of the great world without. Bet
again—who art thou”

“1 om"—~he was about to reveal himself,
but a moment's reflestion caused him to re-
frain. Then continuing, he ssid—-+Can 1
not see her! She knows me well—no, she
does not now know me, but”—he could say
no more; the fount of feeling had drowned
his utterance, and a stream of tears cursed
down his manly face.

The porteress could not divine the cause
of his sorrow, and only endeavored to soothe
his grief with kind and consolatory words,

“Take this,” said Ronald, “tuke it to her
—place it in her own hande, snd she will
know that one who once was dear to her
yet lives and loves her.”

It was a small loeket, containing the em-
blem of two hearts united, the first gift of
Lady Edith to Ronsld. It was a precious
one~—he had ever worn it next to his heart;
in love and in joy, in despair and in hope,

lin banishment and battle there had this

treasure reposed, dearer than the blood-tears
of his bosom. And now, when she thought
him numbered with the departed—when the
world was to her now &s a dream—wlen
every hope was gone, but one—ryet thal the
best and brightest—her hope in Heaven!
sgain wes she to be called back to earthly
happiness—again was the bloom of beauty
to blush upon her cheek, and the kiss of
love to burn upon her lip. The ‘old porter-
esd departed. With tottering steps she scught
the epartment of the lady-abbess, and re-
veuled his mission. In silent wonder did
the abbess receive the intelligence, and
gaze upon the token, Edith, in their mo-
ments ef converse, had unbosomed to the
lady-superior of the convent the story of her
early love; and now the abbess knew that
it wos Ronald, who, like a epirit of the oth-
er world, had come to elaim her for his own.

“Thy will be done!" ejaculated the holy
matron, and at once sought the chamber of
Edith.

To describe the feelings of Edith when
informed of her errand—of her doubt tha,
it was Ronald who still existed—might be
attempted, but weak would be the effort.—
They who have felt the pang of seperation
from all that was dear to them on earth—
who have been unexpectedly restored to the
object of their affections at the very mo-
ment when even hope appeared to have for-
gaken them, can best conceive the feelings
of the Lady Edith.

“"Mother!"” she excleimed, “deceive me
not. Is he alive? has Heaven yet happi-
nesa in store for me! Oh! lead me to Lis
presence. Rona!d, thy Edith ie yet true to
thee.”

Leaning on the arm of the sbbess, slow-
ly they followed the old porteress to the
gnte, the threshold of which Ronald's feet
might not pass. The shadows of night had
fallen thickly upon the world; in a recess
stood Ronald lostin the intensity of his feal-
ings. The #oft steps of the party searcely
disturbed the silence thut reigns around.—
The abbess consigned the trembling Edith
to the support of the nged domestic; and
advancing to Ronsld, softly ejaculated,
“Benedicite, my son!”

He started at the sound, and beholding the
abbess, fell upon his knees.

“Rise,” she said. It is not for me to op-
pose what Heaven itself has decreed; thou-
hast passed through the furnace, and thy re-
ward awaits thee. Edith approich!”

Edith raised her head which till now had
rested on the shoulder of the old porteress.
The moon at the same moment burst forth
in its majesty of rediance; the faces of the
two lovers met each other’s gaze.

“Bdith Glenroy?" exclaimed the enrap-
tured youth. A loud scream burst from the
maiden and the next moment she luy sense-
lese on the bosom of her lover,

That night beheld her on board the rover's
bark, and the first beams of the morning
suw her before the tower of Canna, Brief
was the message that Ronald sent to he un-
cle; and brief was the answer that was re-
turned—"Peace and Welcome!™

That noon beheld the nuptials of the long-
parted lovers in the chapel of the castle;

und at the same altar did Glenroy and Ron-
ald swear eternal friendship. The bread
was broken and the cup was drained; and
long and loud were the shouts of joy that
arose, and deep nnd fervent were the bless
ings showered onthe gallant Ronald and
his lovely Edith,

The reuder will naturally ask, how came
the lover to be the roving captain? The
question is essily answered. The night on
which Glenroy hurled Ronald from the cliff,
the piratesbark was cruising in the bay of
Canna. A party of her crew had landed
close to its base for the purpose of reconnoi-
tering, when the splash of the body in the
water attracted their ettetition, and having
recovered it—for the deep folda of the High-
land costume buoyed it on the surface—they
found that life was not extinct. They bore
it to their vessel, and when Ronald awoke
to consciousness, he found himself career-
ing over the blue waters of the ocean. No
alternative was now presented to him but to
embrace their lawless life, His noble form
and daring soul soon raised him to the com-
mand; and" seizing the first opportunity to
visit the scene of his love and injury, it was,
as in the tale described; he grasified hia re-
venge. With regard to Bdith, in one of the
Spanish islands he encountered a. priest,
who, in his pilgrimage, had visited Innis
fail. ' fn_ his diseourse he happened to men-
tion her name. ~Curiosity led Ronald to in-

less to add, thatfrom the hourof kis nup-

ded, “the Lady Edith, though but & boarde

£y

over. Peace and plenty wera offerred

 their p |§l wwm

quire the minute particulars, and this was | taf
‘the clue to the discovery, Itis almost need- |

er
tials with Edith, he renonnced the life of &

e ———————————

the remuining crew (o leave their callings
but the dull life of the landsman accorded
not with their feelings. The broad ses, the
black flag, and the clearing cutluss were
light and music to their soul; and the same
night that beheld Edith and Ronald united,
beheld them again ‘on their path of peril
and of death,

————

Aliscellancons.

[From ihe l.!-tnii Freo Pross]
The Nunnery affair at Boston.

—_—

Protestantism in this covatry will soon
have need of inserting in its litany words
like these—From the follies and wicked-
ness and atrocities of our own professed
friends, good Lord deliver us. The late de-
cent of a gang of know pothing members
of the Legislature of Massachusetts upon a
Catholic school near Boston, in the name of
Protestantism, has, so far na an individeal
body of men could do it, degraded Protest-
antism in the eyes of the umiverse. That
Protestantism will wash ite hands of it—
that it will condemn and repudiate the act,
as a reproach that it cannot bear, and has
no disposition to bear — we have already
evidence in comments of the Protestant
press.

The affuir is the legitimate results of in-
troducing religious questions into popular
elections.  Catholicism is complained of
becausa of its intolerance, but the grand
idea of the new politico-religious party
which has sprung up te put down Catholi-
cigm ls intolerance. It tolerates mothing
but its own oath and its own edicts. Never
has there been soch an act of Catholic in-
tolerance in America as that perpetrated on
behall of Proteetantism noar Boston, the
other day, at th command of an arbitary
know nothing mojority. And this intoler-
ance was a State matter. From the ballot-
box, religious questions had been carried to
the halls of legislation; and a legislative
majority, where religion is a State matter,
never resist the temptation of wielding the
power of the State for the elevation of their
own creed, and the depression of another
creed, They did not resist in this case, but
exercised the power they had, not only in
the most arbitrary but in the most shame-
fully indecent manner—in a spirit which,
were it to become prevalent, would destroy
civil ds certainly as it would religious lib-
erty. This first aggression of one creed
upon another, nided by the civil power, may
well operate ns & warning to every class of
religionists against ever wielding & club
which may at any moment be turned upon
themselves.

The Boston Daily Advertiser, which, by
the way, is a whig paper, furnishes some
further facts than those slready published
by us respecting the proceedings at the Cath-
olic School:

“We ought to say that there waa a single
clothes press in the house which was not
opened by the committee. It was locked,
and the superior did not happen to have the
key at hand at the moment when the party
about her reached it in their course. She
was about to procure it, but some of the gen-
tlemen (by this time we suppose convinced
of the folly of expecting to find hidden enor-
mitiee in the closets) said that it would be
unnecessary. Several of the party, never-
theless, rattled the door with an amusing
incredulity. We are glad to be sble to
solve their doubts and remove their fears,

We can inform them and the public that
that clothes press has since been opened in
the presence of a Protestant gentleman from
the city of Boston, and proved to contain
nothing but clean linen, neatly arranged up-
on the shelves, There isa sink in the lower
part of the building where foul water is pour-
ed away, to be conducted to the drain.—
This sink is covered with s lid, as is not
unusal in houses where neatness prevails.—
Several of the visitors in their march lifted
up this lid, looking with suspicious eyes, we
suppose, to find some immured nun.

» * * * * » *

In a small chamber in the house, one of
the boarders, a young lady whose parents
we believe reside in the island of Cubs, but
who is herself an Americon by birth, speak-
ing English perfectly,—lay in her bed ill.
During the day the sister superior had been
applying leaches to this sufferer; and the
disagreeable operation was scarcely conclu-
ded, when the omnibuses drove up and the
numerous party alighted.

On receiving the party in the narlor be-
low, the sister superior infurmed them that
one of her pupils was ill, lying in bed in
her chamber, and requested them to make
as little noise as possible in approaching
that part of the house. We need not tell
our readers how gentlemen of ordinary re-
finement and dignity would have behaved
in such a case; our business is to tell what
these visitors did. On reaching the cham-
ber where the girl lay, the superior stated

No, they pressed forward, One, it is be-
lieved, actually entered the room, and at all
events several approached within twelve in-
ches of the bedside. The chamber is scaree-

toally: uuﬂng the threahold could

the fact. Did the “gentlemen” shrink back? |

Iy larger than s closet, the bedstead jaan| (2 f
smlliron structuré and is placed close to | into & Wirs |
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which stands across the epen door-wey i
an sdjoining room. 'Wo trusk (heir coriosi-
ty was gratified.”
— e —e—

Auericar Svzozows 1x  SEBASTOPOL.—
The Washington correspondent of the Bal-
timore Sun says:

“The four American surgeons mh Se-
bastopol are beginning to write home very
freely, and the letters, some of ‘which ap-
pearin Charleston, and others in Providencey
goto show thatthe Russians bhave passed’
quite an sgreesble winter in Sebustopol,
and that the sortigs of which we read snch
terrible accounts are got up, like ,possum
hunts, for amusement. Without these pas-
times our young doctors would hardly obtain
any practice, and, as matters are do not
complain of being over tasked. During the
severe weather the Russiane heard but little
from the enemy in their front, but ecceasion-

ally gave them a call to see if they were
alive."”

A TripuTe To InpUsry.—Bulwer makes
or.8 of his charecters in the popular plsy of
the “Carpenter of Rouen,” pay the follow-
ing high compliment to the world's trus civ-
ilizers: ‘What have they not done! Have
they not opened the secret chambors of the
mighty deep, and extracted its treasures, and
made the raging billows their highways, on
which they ride ns a tamed stoed! Are not
the elements of fire and water chained te
turnit! Have not mechunics opened the
bowles of the earth and made its products
contribute to our wants? The forked light
ning is their plaything, and they ride triums
phant on the mighty wind. Te the wise
hey are flood-gates of knolwedge, and Kings
and Queens are decorated by their handi-
work. He who made the universe wasa
great mechanic,

Good NHit.

The following ia the best hit we have yet
seen at the rediculous and immodest fashion
so popular among the ladies, which K. N.
Pepper thus alludes to in his *Noad to the
Greek Slave:”
*‘Hut wat nede has Buty for meny arileals
ov spparril? how meny ladios you se
wich sertinly thine as Eve's fashion was the
handyes!, but the part gy into costom
oulov ths nateral Kindniaov thayer hart
——————vte—

Antiquities

Ninevah wes 15 miles by, ® and 40 round,.
with walls 100 feet high, and thick enough
for three shariots obreast.

Babylon was 60 miles within the walls,
which were 75 feet thick, and 300 high,
with 100 brazen gates.

The temple of Dianna, at Ephesus, wis
429 feet high to support the roof. It wa®
200 years in building.

The largest of the pyramids is 48T feot
high, and 653 on the sides; its bass covers
11 acres. The stones are about 30 feet
inlength, and the layers are 208. $00,000
men were employed in its erection.

The labytinth of Egypt, contains 800
chambers ond 12 halls.

Thebes, in Egypt, presents roins 27 miles
round. It has 100 gates.

Carthage was 256 miles round.
Athens was 25 miles round, and centain-

d 340,000 citizens, and 400,000 slavey.
The temple of Delphos was so rich in
donations that it was plundered of £100,

000 sterling and Nero carried awsy from It
200 statues,

Tne walls of Rome were 13 miles a
round.

GRrEAT Inuxpation.—Letters from Rot-

terdofa, Holland, dated in the early part of
March, state that accounts had been receiv-

ed from the provinces of Guilderland wnd
North Brabant, that, in consequence of the
driving ice of the rivers having fixed itwelf
in various puints into barricades, a great in-
undation had taken place. Seventy villages
were submerged; muny lives lost; and .a
vast amount of property destroyed, One
letters says it is 144 years since Holland
was visited by a similarly destractive
flood.

02~ “Nuture is ever busy, by the siled
operation of her own forces, endeavoring to
cure disease, Her medicines are, air, warmth,
food, water, oxercise, and dleep. Their use
is directed by instinct, and that man is most
waorthy the name of a physician, who most
reveres its unerring law.” '

Eosdd »

A Curtovs Weppine Custom ar Caase
BROOK, ExG.~It is custemary hets,
er parts of Kent, when & nwlm
ple leave the shurch, to strow thl‘m
not with flowers, but with emblems ol flis:
bridegroom's calling. Carpenters walkivh
shavings—butchers on skine of slsughterstt
sheep—the followers of 8t Criepin are hos-
orod with leather paring—paper akerw
with slips of paper—blacksmithe with old
iron rusty nails, &c. (3" et

Matt, J. Ward who lllolﬁ- _
Butler, is the great uuouhuiuw of naw

Orleans, -He sportea besutiful ’Im

horses, beautifully ﬂlpilM




